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I know that it must certainly be Love :
No other Lord, being thus set over me,

Had judged me to this curse ;
With such high hand he rules, sitting above
That of myself he takes two parts in fee,

Only the third being hers.

Yet if through service I

Be justified with God,

He shall remove this load,
Because my heart with inmost love doth sigh.         40

Gentle my lady, after I am gone,

There will not come another, it may be,

To show thee love like mine :
For nothing can I do, neither have done,
Except what proves that I belong to thee

And am a thing of thine.

Be it not said that I

Despaired and perished, then ;

But pour thy grace, like rain,
On him who is burned up, yea, visibly.                   50

LODOVICO BELLA VERXACCIA

SONNET

He exhorts the State to vigilance
THINK a brief while on the most marvellous arts
Of our high-purposed labour, citizens ;
And having thought, draw clear conclusion thence ;
And say, do not ours seem but childish parts ?
Also on these intestine sores and smarts
Ponder advisedly ;  and the deep sense
Thereof shall bow your heads in penitence,
And like a thorn shall grow into your hearts.
If, of our foreign foes, some prince or lord

Is now, perchance, some whit less troublesome,
Shall the sword therefore drop into the sheath ?
Nay, grasp it as the friend that warranteth :
For unto this vile rout, our foes at home,
Nothing is high or awful save the sword.